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Shortly after dinner Brown left the Camp gates,
where two military police stared at him, winked, and
mmmured something aboutst square pushing" in the
country

Brown walked along the main road that led to
Tavistock  He passed the George Hotel, and then
took the second turning on the right, which, by hill
and dale, brought him to Bickleigh with its typical
West country church and old-world cottages. He
crossed the Plym, which rushed along in a hurry,
swollen to double its normal size by the recent heavy
ram. He looked at Shaugh Mill where he had spent
many a pleasant evening with a gamekeeper, his wife
and two pretty daughters. At this point the road
rose at a steep angle, and Brown was forced to slacken
his pace until he had passed the village of Shaugh
and had reached a rough-hewn stone cross on the
Moor.  This cross suggested no devout Christian
thought to Brown. It simply marked a memorable
spot where he had a magnificent view of Dartmoor,
when that pagan soul drank deep from Devonshire's
cup of beauty.

Coming m the opposite direction Brown met
an elderly man who was talking to himself.   He
was  walking quickly,   and  his  aims were
swinging like pendulums.  He swung his arms
so far forward and so far backward that they
suggested, quite apart from his legs, a means of
locomotion.